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      Praise for SHOULD WE FIRE GOD?


      “As one who has at times doubted God, I found the honesty and thoroughness of this book refreshing. Jim Pace tackles the ever-troubling

         problem of pain with insight, wisdom, and humility, and without conveniently avoiding tough questions. This book will no doubt

         ease the minds of both believers plagued by doubts and the unconvinced whose doubts have rendered faith impossible.”

      


      —Matt Rogers, author of When Answers Aren’t Enough: Experiencing God as Good When Life Isn’t


      “Questions and stories—these are some of the honest ways we humans grapple with God and faith. By this count, Jim Pace is

         a very honest writer, a storyteller with the courage to help us face our deepest questions.”

      


      —Winn Collier, author of Restless Faith, Let God, and Holy Curiosity


      “In such a time as ours we face a great dilemma. On the one hand it seems we and the world need God all the more, and on the

         other, that the God we need might not be up to the task. Jim Pace provides a thoughtful and honest look at the tension so

         many people I know (including myself) often face. Steeped in Jim’s own story of doubt, disbelief, and tragedy, this book is

         a refreshing look at this apparent impasse.”

      


      —Chris Backert, director and organizational architect of The Ecclesia Network


      “Using painful firsthand experiences, Jim tells gripping stories and asks courageous questions while checking common clichés

         at the door. Asking good questions of God is better than learning good information about Him. But Jim presents the reader

         with both. This book made me want to pull up a chair and have a conversation with the author—and with God Himself.”

      


      —J. R. Briggs, author of When God Says Jump and coauthor of The Message / / REMIX: Solo


      “This book affected me deeply. It’s one of the greatest treatises I’ve ever read on life’s deepest questions about God and

         the whys in life. I think the Lord has produced a classic through Jim Pace. It should be read and studied by skeptics and

         seminarians, peasants and presidents. Very few have written so well what so many have wondered about when it comes to God

         and suffering.”

      


      —Jimmie Davidson, pastor of Highlands Fellowship, Abingdon, Virginia


      “This book oozes honesty about the doubts and anger we often feel when injustice occurs. The book not only made me laugh and

         brought me to tears, more important, it caused me to think. SHOULD WE FIRE GOD? will appeal to people wherever they are on

         their spiritual journeys.”

      


      —Amy L. Swoope, cohost of Freedom Today


      “In 1957, Paul Tillich’s Dynamics of Faith made the case to a post–World War II generation that doubt was a critical component of every authentic expression of faith.

         Fifty years later, Jim Pace makes the same kind of case in the context of the shootings at Virginia Tech. Like Jim, this book

         is unflinchingly courageous in asking hard questions, compassionately pastoral in tone, and achingly honest in revealing his

         ‘skin in the game.’ What a marvelous book!”

      


      —John P. Chandler, author of Courageous Church Leadership: Conversations with Effective Practitioners


      “Like an accomplished novelist, Jim Pace holds your attention; like a thoughtful pastor, he deals with reality compassionately;

         and like a wise guide, he helps us live more honestly. If you have ever wrestled with the problem of evil, this is a must-read!”

      


      —JR Woodward, cofounder of Kairos Los Angeles
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      Foreword


      WE LIVE IN A BROKEN WORLD. Because of that, we’ve all been brought to our knees by tragedies. What do you do when you’re struggling with overwhelming

         circumstances and emotions? How should you respond when your faith is tested and God seems absent or in no hurry to act?

      


      In this book, Jim Pace offers helpful insights on the age-old question of God’s role in human pain. Jim shares from his own

         personal battle in understanding God’s faithfulness in the midst of pain, as well as dealing with the issues raised after

         the tragic shooting at his alma mater, Virginia Tech. Many of his congregation attended there during the shooting.

      


      Jim shows how the Bible answers these kinds of situations. The answers are clear, he says, but they are often not what we

         expect or desire.

      


      The fact is, no one is immune to pain or insulated from suffering. But God is there to provide real comfort and hope no matter

         what we face in this life. He uses even tragedy for our growth and His glory, when we give Him all the pieces. While God may

         seem absent, He is never really gone. While He sometimes seems silent, He is always speaking His love for us. While He sometimes fails to do what we think He should, He is always actively

         engaged in our problems, wanting to draw us closer to Him. In pain, we learn things about God that we will not learn any other

         way.

      


      Rick Warren


      Saddleback Church


      The Purpose Driven Life


   

      Introduction


      MAYBE OUR WORLD IS VIOLENTLY spinning out of control and those of us with faith in God are just the last ones to get the memo. Maybe there really is no

         one in charge. Maybe we are like kids in the back of a car careening down the highway with no one at the wheel, frustrated

         at all the swerving but confidently telling ourselves that someone must really be up there. How could there not be? Maybe April 16, 2007, is and should be the final nail in a coffin full of them already:

         the final example of a God who either doesn’t exist or is so impotent at his job, he’s hardly worth following.

      


      God and I go back and forth about a lot of things. I am both awed by his power that so often surprises me, and frustrated

         when that power isn’t used the way I think it should be. I look at the world around me and very often wish God would step

         into the game in a more noticeable way.

      


      And I am sure I am not the only one.


      The really sticky issues for me have always dealt with why a God who claims to be capable, loving, and aware could allow such

         suffering to occur for so long. Why God seems to make it so difficult to connect with him at times, to hear his voice when

         I feel justified and am asking for that. Why he would do things like place a gigantic tempter of a tree in the direct proximity

         of Adam and Eve and expect them to just leave it alone. And above all else, where in the world is he when things go horribly

         wrong?

      


      When I look at my life and the job I have been entrusted to do, I know that if I were as seemingly unconcerned with what I am responsible for, I would have a problem. Were I to approach my job the way it sometimes seems God approaches his; if I were as tough to get in touch with, as tough to predict—well, at

         some point I would be doing some serious job hunting.

      


      In light of everything going on in our world today, the question begs to be asked: should God be fired?


      There are times when I think I would use God’s power differently if I were in his metaphorical shoes. That issue made it tough

         for me to start a relationship with God through Jesus. I felt, If I disagree with how he is handling the planet, do I really want to spend time pursuing him? I also had a really hard time when I saw Christians. I almost never saw anyone demonstrate a life I would want. I usually

         saw a bunch of angry male chauvinists who always seemed to be against things that I was for.

      


      If they weren’t yelling, they seemed to be asking for my money. Some college friends and I even made up a drinking game: we

         would watch televangelists and have a drink every time they asked for a donation. That led to quite a few hang-overs! Neither

         type of Christian really made me want to follow their example.

      


      But eventually I was drawn in by the teachings of Jesus. I felt he had something new to teach me. He is the reason I have

         tried to come to terms (to the extent I have) with these tough issues. I want to know and understand Jesus more.

      


      You may be like many of my friends who are educated, informed about what is happening around the globe, and spiritually intrigued.

         And like many of my friends, you might feel that a connection with the God of the Bible isn’t the most useful way to spend

         your time. If that sounds at all like you, I think this book could help.

      


      Others of you are like me: followers of Jesus who still have issues with God. You are also informed and frustrated with the

         amount of suffering that God hasn’t alleviated, even though you are grateful for the good he has done. And if you are like

         me, you might also have some issues muddying the water a bit. Concepts as profound and defining as these—undeserved suffering

         and loss—often bring up other less-important issues such as a general mistrust of people, cynicism, and doubt, which can add

         confusion to a process that already has plenty of its own. For you, I hope to shape some of the discussion in a new way.

      


      Difficult questions about God’s job performance come at us in the midst of lives that are raging at full speed, and I believe

         God would honestly like to interact with us about them. No spinning… but no easy answers either. In our age of Google and

         “Ask” algorithms, we get used to finding out things quickly. Unfortunately Wikipedia cannot help us much with this one. Nope,

         this one requires that we take some time, maybe slow down a bit, and try to carefully sort all this out.

      


      The best I can hope and pray for in this book is that we can talk over these ancient questions freshly. I will attempt to

         bring some new insight to bear on what you or someone you are close to is struggling with. Then the best thing I can do is

         have the wisdom and restraint to just get out of the way and let you and the transcendent God of the universe take it from

         there. I think there are real answers to much of what we wonder. Maybe not the answers we would like—neat, clean, and nicely

         packaged—but meaningful answers nonetheless. I promise: no hard sells in this book. Just some helpful dialogue.

      


      Before we go any further, let me give you a sense of who I am. That way you can be picturing my bald head as I take you through

         some of the worst days of my life. The truth is, if you picture Scott Van Pelt from SportsCenter on ESPN and pop some earrings

         on him, you basically have me.

      


      I drive a ’92 Mazda Protégé. By “drive,” I mean it has been sitting beside our house for the past couple of months waiting

         for me to find time to get it fixed. So now I guess I drive a red ten-speed. My three kids, Noah, Seth, and Emma, are amazing.

         Watch for Noah in the movies someday, Seth will be on ESPN, and Emma will have an art exhibit coming to a gallery near you.

         My wife is wonderful and funny and smart. She is a hottie and makes amazing and elaborate desserts.

      


      As I mentioned, I am balding, with a bad shoulder from a stupid stunt I tried to do a couple of years ago, and I copastor

         New Life Christian Fellowship (NLCF), a wonderful and growing church in Blacksburg, Virginia, of around a thousand people

         who are strong and messed up at the same time. We have sent more church planters and missionaries out into the world than

         I even know about. We have started a number of social justice groups from within our church; people are really seeing that

         God wants them in the game. That is very exciting. At the same time, people can end up fighting over silly things and spend

         a lot of time doing silly things—myself included. Sometimes I wonder if I am capable of leading them.

      


      I say all this because my life is great and not great all at the same time. Blessed and difficult. Sometimes I look around

         and wish I had a bigger house to park my broken-down car next to. Other times I look at videos about the Invisible Children

         of the Sudan and I feel guilty that I am not more grateful for what I already have.

      


      My life was, overall, pretty normal, until April 16, 2007. That was the day “normal” changed.


   

      PART I
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      The Questions Raised


   

      1


      A Surreal Day


      IT WAS A PRETTY QUIET DAY. That seems such a clichéd way to start a book, but it is true. It was just very normal. I was in a coffee shop not far from

         Virginia Tech, from which I graduated some years ago. That day, mostly the regulars were there, mostly the normal discussions

         going on.

      


      When word started coming out about a couple of shootings in Ambler Johnston, one of the larger residence halls on the campus,

         we weren’t even sure anything was actually going on. You know how rumors can get started. So I didn’t think there was much

         to it.

      


      But we knew something was up when we heard the police sirens. Then word came in: one student killed and another wounded. Suddenly

         an endless stream of police cars sped past. We didn’t know it at the time, but they were headed to Norris Hall, an academic

         building where Seung Hui Cho committed most of his killing.

      


      As far as we knew at that point, the shooting was over. The university had released a statement saying that a student had

         been killed and a young man was in custody. A terrible thing had happened, but at least that terrible thing was over. Normal

         life started picking up again.

      


      Then we heard the police loudspeakers and someone in the coffee shop shouted, “Check the Web!” The front page of Virginia

         Tech’s Web site said something like “There is a gunman on the loose; stay indoors and away from windows.” Someone said the

         police had sealed the roads around campus.

      


      Even then, it still didn’t sink in. I was sitting three feet from massive floor-to-ceiling windows in that coffee shop, one

         block away from a campus that had a gunman who was definitely not in custody. Still, I felt sure they would get him. They always seem to. About an hour later the police reopened the roads,

         and at my wife’s request, I went home. Neither one of us had a grasp on what had happened until I heard her in the next room

         start to cry as she watched the news coverage: “Oh no! Oh no! They are saying twenty students were killed!” I looked at the

         screen just as the newscaster confirmed it.

      


      Emergency Measures


      I met with my copastors about fifteen minutes later; I remember their faces looking a lot like mine. We were scared and stunned,

         but we had to get moving. We put some quick thoughts together and then had the rest of our staff come to my house to pray

         and plan.

      


      We said some dazed prayers and as we were trying to get our feet under us, we turned to the coverage and watched in horror

         with the rest of the country and much of the world as the death count seemed to climb endlessly.

      


      By this point it was getting very hard to get calls through overwhelmed cell towers. Cell phones, landlines, pagers, and IM

         were all overloaded as friends and family tried to make sure everyone they knew was safe. Facebook and MySpace groups were

         quickly put together and statuses were updated to say, “I’m okay!” or “I’m safe”—anything to get a reassuring word out.

      


      Then the eerie math took over for those who should have heard from loved ones by then but had not. One girl later that night

         said to me, “You never imagine really praying that someone is too badly injured to answer their phone. But if my friend isn’t

         injured, I’m too scared to even say what that means.” We later found out that her friend had been killed.

      


      As we were meeting with our whole staff in my family room, trying to focus on what needed to be done felt almost impossible.

         We were stunned and overwhelmed as we watched images on TVs and computer screens of the buildings many of us had taken classes

         in and the grass that all of us had walked and played on. But as those images went around the world they had some pretty horrific

         things scrolling under them. It is chilling to see places you walk by every day with captions like “22 confirmed dead,” then

         “25 confirmed dead,” or “Gunman believed to have shot himself.” And all the time the body count kept rising. This tragedy

         was playing out about two miles from my house, but we watched it on CNN like everyone else.

      


      I remember our team praying, crying a bit, arguing over what to do (very normal for us), and planning a response to a situation

         for which—we were all very aware—no playbook existed. All the while we wondered who from our church had made it home safely

         and who hadn’t.

      


      Then Larry King’s people called my cell. It was decided that I would be the guy to handle most of the media stuff—I don’t

         think for any more reason than that I can think quickly on my feet. I knew the reason the media wanted me on their shows:

         they wanted a spokesman for a God who didn’t look as if he had handled things very well that day. I suddenly felt like a White

         House press secretary must feel when he or she walks into the pressroom to speak on behalf of an unpopular president. And

         honestly, it seemed as if God had some serious explaining to do.

      




      They wanted a spokesman for a God who didn’t look as if he had handled things very well that day.





      We also went on planning a vigil for that night as well as for a time when Matt Rogers, one of our other pastors, would touch

         base with our key leaders on campus. We had to make sure they were all right and get them ready to walk the people they work

         with through this situation. Keep in mind that most of our leaders are early-twenty-somethings who themselves still weren’t

         sure if all their friends and professors were safe. I can tell you that over the next several weeks they handled themselves

         like people with a lot more years of life experience under their belts.

      


      We had absolutely no idea what we would do the next day. Our goal at this point was to just get through the night, find out

         who was safe and who wasn’t, and try to adjust to this new crazy reality. I remember talking to three girl students the night

         of the sixteenth, and one confessed, “I don’t know what to do. I am worried about my friend we cannot find, and I am also

         worried about my organic chemistry lab that is due in a couple of days!” That really desribed how we all felt. Normal and

         abnormal life had been fused together for all of us. People walked around town with the same look of utter disbelief on their

         faces.

      


      Live with Larry King


      About the time the vigil started, I drove into the area where all the media had set up shop. And as shocked and numbed—as

         frozen—as everyone from Blacksburg seemed to be, this place was the opposite. Every square inch of grass and asphalt was taken

         up with satellite trucks and the people who were running them. Literal fields of satellite dishes had sprouted from what had

         been an empty parking lot just that morning. All obscenely pointed up into the sky and to the myriad satellites waiting to

         receive signals with the latest nuggets of the misery we were living in.

      


      As I walked into this swarm of instant news (or rather was swept into it), I found myself again in complete shock. Not only

         was I out of my element—I had no idea where my element even was.

      




      Not only was I out of my element—I had no idea where my element even was.





      I remember seeing Geraldo walking very purposefully somewhere. I stood behind Brian Williams, who was waiting to get some

         goldfish crackers, and was surprised he wasn’t taller (he always seemed taller on TV). But it really got weird when I approached

         a media coordinator and asked where Larry King was set up. At the very mention of that apparently magical name, two small

         but surprisingly strong women yanked me aside, introduced themselves with the speed of auctioneers, and asked who I was and

         to spell my name. All the while they were writing in their notebooks and sending e-mails on their Black-Berry devices. I quickly

         learned that everyone in the media business has a BlackBerry.

      


      As I pulled away from them and started toward the location where Larry’s people were, a handler (for the media unsavvy, that’s

         someone in charge of getting you set up with a microphone and in front of the cameras as fast as possible) found me and started

         walking me over to the set. She said to her Bluetooth-equipped counterpart that she had “the pastor” and we were on our way.

         I started to feel very naked without a Black-Berry in my hand.

      


      As we walked and hurdled our way to the set, she prepped me. “Pastor”—I never could get anyone on a single show to just call

         me Jim—“you will be on with Larry in New York and Dr. Phil from Houston. Do you know Dr. Phil?”

      


      I responded, “I have never heard of him.”


      She looked at me with a mixture of shock and what seemed to be amazement. And that is when I learned that newspeople don’t

         have time for nervous/sarcastic humor from pastors at times like these. (Diane Sawyer would later remind me of that as well.)

         So I ’fessed up that I was aware of who Dr. Phil was.

      


      She seemed comforted that I might not be as ignorant as she feared, told me that both Dr. Phil and Larry would be piped into

         my earpiece, and asked if I was ready to be fitted with one. Then they checked my sound levels, double-checked the spelling

         of my name, and off I went. Those satellite dishes shot my face and voice up into space and then in front of the eyes of anyone

         who cared to watch.

      


      I had been pretty specific with the producers. I had no desire or need to be on any show; there were plenty of much more important

         things for me to do. The only reason I would do interviews was if I would have a chance to answer substantial questions of

         faith. What I was actually able to do in that first interview was say that I was in a coffee shop and that we were doing lots of things to help everyone

         cope. Then Dr. Phil took over.

      


      I heard Larry announce a break and then heard a different voice say, “Pastor is done,” and as quickly as I was attached, I

         was jettisoned.

      


      As I drove back to the vigil, fuming at Larry, Dr. Phil, and a bit at God for the waste of my time, I got two calls from national

         morning shows asking me to be on. That’s when I started feeling like the press secretary for God. But how do you explain what

         you don’t fully understand? And why is it only during situations like this one that God seems to get center stage?

      




      I started feeling like the press secretary for God.





      A whole lot of people see the task of keeping the peace, or at least providing an acceptable level of protection, as one of

         God’s key jobs. He even refers to himself as our protector in the Scriptures we read. And we tend to feel very safe here in

         the United States, especially in the mountains of Blacksburg, Virginia. Even more so here on Tech’s campus.

      


      At least we did until April 16.


      What Is God Good For?


      People start to wonder, If God will let that kind of thing happen, then what is he good for? In the interviews that followed the one with Larry King, questions like that came at me from not only Anderson Cooper 360 and Good Morning America, but also from members of our church, people on campus, and friends and people around the country, even overseas. A fourteen-year-old

         from Topeka, Kansas, e-mailed Good Morning America, saying she didn’t feel safe going to school. I was asked what I would say to her. That is a fun question to be asked on

         live TV.

      


      Countless other questions came over the next days and months:




      	“What does this say about God and your faith that is based on him being the most powerful, loving, present, and creative

         force in the universe?”


      	“What do you think Jesus was doing on those final fateful moments just before and during Cho’s rampage?”


      	“Does this make you doubt God?”


      	“Does this make you angry at him?”


      	“Should we just fire God?”





      I was being asked these questions at the same time I was asking God questions of my own.


      The reality is that Seung Hui Cho tore a hole in our campus and community that day that was infinitely larger than the size

         of the bullets used to create it. It made people scared. It made them sad, and it made many confused and angry. Some of that

         anger had located itself at God’s doorstep. As a result, it did seem as though I had something to answer for.

      




      Some of that anger had located itself at God’s doorstep.





      You could almost feel the growing suspicion in people’s questions and see it on their faces when they thought about God’s

         part in all this. To them, this type of moment was no different from the entry of Dorothy, the Tin Woodsman, the Cowardly

         Lion, and the Scarecrow into the throne room of Oz. At first they were amazed and awed by all the sights and sounds the great

         Oz made. But a quick pull on a green curtain was all it took to reveal the truth. There was no almighty and great Oz at all,

         just a tiny man pulling levers and pushing buttons.

      


      Did that day on the campus of Virginia Tech do the same? Did it show us the smallness of a God we used to think was so large?

         What about all the other horrid moments that are felt in our lives? Some are catastrophic and global; others are just as disastrous

         but more painfully personal.

      


      What makes all this even worse is that bad things don’t occur in a void, do they? Life still continues—both the good and the

         bad parts. In the two weeks following the shootings, both of my family’s cars broke down. I distinctly remember having some

         direct, rather strong, conversations with God over that. If not problems with our cars, then with our kids, our classes, our

         money, our health, our relationships, you name it.

      


      It was time to put my faith to the test: Was God really doing a good job?


      Questions for Reflection and Discussion


      1. When you think about God and the suffering we endure, what conclusions have you come to?


      • God is real, powerful, and loving and is waiting to end the suffering we all experience for some larger purpose.


      • God is real and powerful but not caring or involved enough to step in. Rather, he is watching it unfold with us.


      • God is real and cares about our suffering yet doesn’t possess the actual power to meaningfully intervene in our suffering.


      • God isn’t real.


      2. Why did you buy this book?


      3. What are you hoping it will provide you in this discussion of whether or not God is doing his job sufficiently enough to

         earn our trust and allegiance?


   

      2


      You Never Forget Your First


      I DATED THE WOMAN who is my wife now—her name is Tracy—for about three years before we got married. I have to be honest, most of the dates

         we went on blur together. Except for the first one.

      


      I remember what she was wearing and what I was wearing. It was July 2. We went to the Smithsonian. I remember other firsts:

         how I wussily asked her out the first time, and the first time I told her I loved her.

      


      Most of us remember the firsts. Not just the good ones either. I remember the first girl to break up with me. I remember the

         first time I realized I wasn’t as cool as I thought I was. I remember the first time a close family member died. I remember

         the first time I was “detained” by the police. And I remember the first time God really let me down.

      


      I mean really let me down. It wasn’t the most difficult time that God and I have had, but, as they say, you never forget your first.

      


      All of us probably know what it feels like to be disappointed by God. Sure, each of us has experienced that with different

         nuances: maybe a relationship fell apart, a loved one died or remains debilitated by physical or emotional wounds, economic

         downturns, violence. Sometimes it is just the everyday troubles that God could take away but doesn’t.

      




      All of us probably know what it feels like to be disappointed by God.





      Here is my first.


      I need to start by saying that I was a bit of a screwup growing up. Not all that bad, but if you were looking for a kid to

         place a bet on that he would grow up to have a superproductive adult life, I probably was not your guy.

      


      That trend reversed itself in college: very strong grades, plans to get my PhD, and a professor who offered to walk me through

         the whole thing. Things were looking up, and my family could see it. I was no longer the screwup. Receiving respect where

         there previously wasn’t much can be heady stuff.

      


      But eventually I started to show cracks in my newfound “Jim has it together” persona. I became a follower of Jesus with about

         a year left at school. Then I wanted to go on a missions trip. Then, the kicker: I decided I would go into ministry full-time.

         No PhD. I wouldn’t even go to seminary at first, but that wasn’t the worst of it. I had to raise my own salary from individual

         people to fund what I was doing.

      


      To much of my extended family this was decidedly not cool. And there it was: Jim was messing up again. And he had been doing

         so well…. But this time would be different, right? I felt sure it would be. This time, the reason I looked foolish was because

         I was responding to what God was leading me to do. It was a huge risk. Raising my own salary would be difficult at best, but God would show himself to be true, right? He would show himself

         to be powerful and real to members of my family who didn’t think he was. Right?

      


      This was such a dangerous choice for me; surely God would take me through it step-by-step.


      Right?


      I even went to one of the members of my extended family who was especially disappointed in my new career choice and told him

         I would show him that God was real. I had prayed a lot about this before I did it. I really felt God was leading me to draw

         a line in the sand, believe in him for something very specific, and tell this family member that I would not only finish my

         fund-raising (which he didn’t believe I would), but I would finish it fast. I even set the date by which I would be finished.

         Then he called me parasitic for funding my ministry this way and told me I needed to grow up. Ahh, family.

      


      Sure, lines like that hurt, but God would show himself through this. It was worth it. So my fund-raising began.


      It All Falls Apart


      I happened to see this person the week my line-in-the-sand date came. With a smirk on his face that I will always remember,

         he asked if I was finished yet. I told him I was at about 50 percent. He walked away with the same smirk he had coming in.

         God hadn’t proved anything new to him at all.

      


      I believed God could get my fund-raising finished up by a certain date. My faith was strong and I had worked hard. I did what

         I thought I was supposed to do: follow God way out on the limb. If God didn’t come through, I would look foolish.

      


      He didn’t and I did.




      If God didn’t come through, I would look foolish. He didn’t and I did.





      Not only that, it took my wife and I more than a year to finish our fund-raising, and we spent the next four or five years

         in deep financial difficulty. When she was pregnant with our first child, Tracy had only two maternity outfits, one of which

         was secondhand. I will never forget how when she broke her five-dollar sunglasses we both realized it would be months before

         we could afford to get her more. I remember the Wal-Mart brand spaghetti sauce that we could buy—it was three jars for five

         dollars, and we must have eaten that three or four days a week. At one point, we literally ran out of food and money, and

         it was going to be a few weeks until I got paid again.

      


      Even payday wasn’t very encouraging. With the way our funding worked—it was up to the supporters to make sure they sent in

         what they pledged, and on time—we got only as much as people sent—period. About a week before each payday I would go out to

         the mailbox and pull the statement that told us what we’d receive that month. Almost every single month for over a year, Tracy

         broke down and cried when I told her.

      


      This wasn’t how it was supposed to work. I had heard from God, I had turned from a much more respected path, I had endured

         embarrassment, and I had been dealing with extreme financial difficulty with no idea when it would end. Needless to say, I

         was confused, and then I started to get fed up.

      


      I would go out to a hill behind our house. It was fairly remote and no one could hear me when I was there. I went there almost

         every single day for months. I went to that hill to scream at God. I was so angry and hurt. I felt betrayed and lied to. I

         even had a big stick that I kept up on one of the hills that I pounded into the ground until I tired out. The pressure seemed

         unrelenting.
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